
“OUT OF STEP 'cause you’re feelin' tired? Lively 7-Up gives 
you new 'up-and-at-'em' pep! You get new energy 
in 2 to 6 minutes. Rock right out and bring 
some home!” * » 



JJotties a dancer who's really hep ! 

She does every fancy dancing step. 

To give her that crazy rock h roll pep - 

Nothing does it like Seven-lip 






Bullet, emerging -/km the shadows, senses cangee... 



on -OH! THAT POG'S BACKING COULD MEAN TROUBLE 





Sucaewiy m heads. 



M&amiiLE, m visits with sueare ep james, 



THAT SOUHDS LIKE BULLET: 



1 TELL >»U, R>y... RAISING A 80Y LIKE TOMMY IS 
HOT AS EASY AS 1 THOUGHT I SEEMS THAT . 



DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 




In Konr of rue bonk. 



BULLET 16 BARKING 
OUTSIPE, pa.' r 



STAY HERE, EON ROY AND 
1 WILL SEE WWAT'6 WRONG { 



THE BfiUKf. ..OUTLAWS i \ COME OM. 



THROW ME TUE MONEY SATCHEL 






you MUTT / I'LL SHOW VDU ■ 



OH, NO you DON'T, MlSTEP. 



UhNNNMHhH ; 



GOOD gov, BULLET ! \ WE'LL NEVEH BE ABLE TO 
i—j J FOLLOW THEM IN THE CASK 



AT LEAST WE'VE (SOT ONE Of THEM, ED.' MAYBE 
HE'LL VO SOME TALKI/vIG ABOUT H/S PPIENP5 rr- 




IT MIGHT GO I'M NOT TELLING YOU 
EASIER ON ANYTHING! if >00 WANT 
100 IF yOU L THAT MONET BACK, YOU'LL 
TALK, MISTER! HAVE TO f/ND IT i 



HE SURE LOOKS LIKE A MEAN 0N£, PA. 



THIS 15 NOTHING TOR A 50/ To fftY ANy MIKIP 
TO! 10U JUST LEAVE GROWN-UP BUSINESS TOME 
AN P &>y , 



TOMMY, HOW MANY TIMES 
DO 1 HAVE TO TELL YOU 
TO GO TO 8EP ! ri ^ m 



ONLY 



DON'T KNOW WHAT 
I'M GOING TO P 0 
WITH THAT BOY! 



DON'T WORRY ABOUT IT, £P 
HE'S JUST AT THAT AGE WHERE 
HE'S TRYING HARP To ' BE A 
MAN... ANP MOWS HE'S NOT: 



COME ON, BULLET... 
GUESS WE AREN'T 
APPRECIATEP _ 
AROUNP HERE! ■ 





1 ROY! TOMMY'S I MAT?” 

GONE! HE'S TAKEN ' . ■, , 

BULLET AN D SON AWAY.' \ZZ\C^A 



WE'LL TRY TO PICK up a 
TRAIL IN WE MORNING ! 
THERE'S NOTHING MORE r 
WE CAN DO TONIGHT f 



5AYS HE'S GONE LOOKING 
tor me outlaws ! we've 

GOT TO FIND HIM ! , — 7 



you I? DEPUTY CAN TAKE 
CARE OP WINGS HERE 
-7 LET'S GO '' r— 



/OURS LATER... WE'VE COVERED 

1 A LOT OP TRAIL! 

STILL NO SIGN OF THE BOY/ AND 
THERE’S SOMETHING MIGHTY STRANGE 
■■ ■ ABOUT THIS WEATHER... 



THE CALM BEFORE 
THE STORM, SO... 

, I'VE SEEN IT 



FRESH TRUCKS! 



TOMMY'S TONY TRACKS...ANP 8 ULL£T'S JffltWTS, 




UteMWtLB, fl FEW MILES MEM. 



I HOPE -THOSE OUTLAWS 
AREN Y mH6 THE SAME WAY! 



LOOKS LIKE HE'S 
HEADED FOR 
PINE CANYON.'.. 



SURE IS HOT OUT HERE, BULLET ! NOT EVEN 
A WHIS PER OF ANY BREEZE... BUT WE’RE NOT 
\ — 1 6IVIN6 UP . . • r-J- r-p-r rpr 



UeHR SUNDOWN, /V PINE CANYON. 



NO, SIR ! NOT UNTIL WE FIND THOSE OUTLAWS AND 1 
PCOVE TO FA I'M NOT A AT D ANYMORE ' 



THERE'S NOT A CHANCE ANYONE'LL FIND US HERE. 
Jtaa ir, w-ryCT | CVAILy / VIC WON'T TALK ! 



Suddenly, tommy reins up as me sees. 



HOLY COW.' THE OUTLAWS, 




ir MUST be rue outlaws, bullet! wait'll. 
WE SET BACK AMP TELL PA AMP ROY-' WILL 
. . ... THEY BE SURPRISED! 



Tommy moves closes mp ueass. 



WE'RE SAFE Till \ I'LL BE GLAD To GET THERE ‘ 
MORNING! WEN WE \ WE GOT A LOT OF MONEY 
PIPE TO WE BORDER! \ TO SPEND / 



Hurry/MG back to m horse, tommy trips. 



STOP WORRYING ! AND 
GET SOME SLEEP... WE'VE 
GOT A LOT OF PIPING TO 
0 0 TOMORROW : 



NO! QUIT IMAGINING THINGS' IT'S 
QUIET AS A GRAVEYARD ... r 



THAT'S WHAT l MEAN... 
IT’S TOO QUIET . . . AMP 
THIS WEATHER ISN'T _ 
NORMAL...IT GIVES I 
ME THE CREEPS ! C 



PIP WU HEAR 
SOMETHING ? 




Reno Dozes off. unaware 
■ mar ms partners fears 
were well-founded . . . 

AND wnu TOMMY UNCONSCIOUS, 
ONLY BULLET IS AWARE OF 
TUB DANGER THAT LOOMS 
ON THE HORIZON... A BlACfC 
FUNNEL - SNA PEP CLOUD... 
ONE OF NATURE'S MOST 
DEADLY FORCES... 



The two men ride Toward fine canyon, a race 

AGAINST TIME . . . 



A SHORT DISTANCE AWAY. ROY AND ED SPOT 
1HE TWISTER. .. 



AND IT'S MOVING THIS WAY.' 
WE'VE GOT TO FIND MY BOY.. 

AW SOON/ _ 



Bullet barks loudly oyer the fallen boy. . . as death twists toward them. 





lOP. ™ ce romc?p WM AS ™ £ B '- aCK wk'nel whirls onp twists forward, 





A* TH£ TORNADO PASSES OVER, A LARGE ROCK IS 
UPPED... pr , 



Trussed gallops towed -me t wo men. 



H£YS WE'RE TRAPPED 1 . 



-THOSE 8AM K ROBBERS! 1 FOUND MEM, PA! LOOK! 



ROY! ONE OF 'EM 
HAS A GUN! HE'S 
GOINS TO SHOOT ! 



SOO'J, THE OUTLAWS ARE PR'ED PREE PROM ME POLE. 



NOW WHAT, TOMMY? 



YES, SIR! 1...1 mm m 
GOING TO STAY A KID 
A time WHILE LONGER... 



HAVE YOU CHANGE p' 
VOUR MIND? | 



yen SURE SAVE US A SCARE 
SON ! 1 HOPE WLL NEVER 
DO THAT AGAIN / , 



I WAS ONLY TRYING TO 
PROVE I WASN'T A KID, 
FA ! BUT NOW... 




WESTERN 



Men of the old West did not carry guns for show, for bluff, 
or because it was the custom — they used them ! As years 
passed, stories that were- more fiction than fact grew up 
about these guns and the mgn using them. For instance, 
that old story about a gunman firing six quick shots 



A sensible man kept five bullets in his six- 
shooter — the hammer down on the empty 
chamber. A man carrying a fully loaded 
gun was liable to shoot himself in the leg. 



Another tale tells of a West swarming witty 
two-gun men. Actually, few men were skill- 
ful enough to master the use of a gun in 
each hand — most men wore single guns. 




“Fanning’' a gun, or firing it by holding it 
in one hand and hitting the hammer with 
the other, was also a rarity. A man might, 
“fan" for fun — not with his life at,stake! 




Firing from the hip was another bit of 
stunt shooting. A man in real trouble dared 
not risk a bad shot — he pulled his gun, 
aimed with desperate precision, and fired! 







Lane, as cwco ano ms EeawoFATHER ripe through 
tub wooes ar the foot of the meg a.. 





propth e eeiNS, crnco. 
let trigger have hig 

HEAP.' WE W ILL F/NP 
our wuA.r is the y 
\ matter/ . < 



WRES 7W£ 4£HP A HP SHORTLY. 



LOOK, eRANPFATHER! 
A WlLP COLT.' 



; VOL) At?E RIGHT; 
GRANPFATHER.' HEBE 
15 THE MAKE.'— SHE 
| 15 CAUGHT IN THE 
\ OF THAT "TREE 
V . . COM E ANP / 
A HELP WEB/ 



THAT 15 VEBy STRANGE ! A 
MAKE NEVER LETS HER COLT 
LEAVE WEB 5/PE ujamJ 



F&SHTENEP — AND 
SHE 15 ONE OF THE W/LP HERP,' WE 
WILL HAVE TO PUT POPES ON WEB 
TO HOLP HER WILE WE FREE . 
^ THE FOOT L r — ^ 



SENOR ROV WILL BE VERY 

happy men he sees what 

WE HAVE CAUGHT.' r- 



PERHAP5... 

PERHAPS; 






1 POH'T THINK SHE LIKES THE (PEA OP 
GOING TO THE RANCH, GRANDFATHER/ 



SHE IS JUST 
FRIGHTENED.' SHE 
WILL CALM DOWN 
IN A FEW BAYS' 



Jfyjr NIGHT. 



MAYBE 6EUOH ROY WILL NOT 
WANT TO KeeP TUB MARE AND 
HER COLT.' PERHAPS HE WILL. 
LET THEM GO SACK TO , 
_ THE MESAS/ 



WE WILL 
SEE, 

CHlQlSl TO / 



>OU ARE VERY outer 
THIS EVENING, LITTLE 
ONE IS SOMETHING , 
. WRONG? r— ^ 



NO — I GUESS I AM 
JUST TIRED/— I THlNlC I 
WILL GO TO BED EARLY/ 




Bur cmco ooes not sorb sea.. 




1 — 1 CAME 
to free we 
mare and we 

LfTTtE ONE.' I 
THOUGHT If ! 
VWULD BE NICE 
IF W£V COULD 
SO BACK TO 
WEIR MESA J 



I THOUGHT THE SAME AS YOU, MV 
GRANDSON ' I KNEW WAT SENOR HOY 
WOULD FEEL WAT WAY, TOO 



GRANDFATHER! 

WHAT APE YOU 
DOING WERE ? 



CHICO J- - WHY 
APE Y5DCJ HERE? 



GRANDFATHER ' IT 

15 TRIGGER — HE 

16 OPENING THE 
CORRAL GATE.' / 



AH' ...HE 
SEEMS To 
SHARE OUR 
FEELINGS.' 



YES .' AND HOW GOOD 'T IS WE ALL 
AGREED. . THEY SHOULD BE FREE / 



JUT AS HE ROUNDS THE CORNER OF 
THE BORN.. 





"Miss Yellowjacket" is a sleek plywood skiff, eighteen feet in length. 
Powered by twin 25 horsepower engines, she is capable of speeds up to fifty 
miles on hour and she can turn on a dime. 

Roy is proud of his boat and races her every chance he gets. Clipping 
over the waters of the Pacific, Roy competes with the other members of the 
speedboat association to which he belongs. The races are run along , the 
Pacific coast, as far south as San Diego and as far north as Malibu. In 1 956, 
Roy/ roared to the finish line the winner, after a grueling 120-mile race over 
a rough sea. 

In a recent race, Roy succeeded in placing third in a class of twenty compet- 
ing speedboats, in spite of the fact that for a good part of the race, "Miss 
Yellowjacket" was running on only one of her twin engines. 

But in speedboat racing, speed alone is not enough. A, good boat must 
pass the endurance test, and "Miss Yellowjacket" has passed with flying colors. 
Climbing into his boat in Denison, Texas, Roy whirled her down the Red Rfver 
over a thousand miles to New Orleans, Louisiana — in seven days, waging a 
constant fight against high waters and rough weather. 

Though she was born lo be a racer, “Miss Yellowjacket" is perfect for 
family outings; and the whole Rogers family looks forward’ to the days when 
Roy pulls the throttle and "Miss Yellowjacket” roars out across the waves. 





no! M! ho' -WAX'S 

A GOOD ONt! X 

BEEN AROUND INOIANS 
FOB XHIBTY YEARS, 

AN’ I'M JUST > 
8EG/NNIN' to ) 
KNOW SOMETHIN’ / 
ABOUT ’EM ! / 



YOU CAN'T EXPECT ME TO BELIEVE 
THAT/... BESIDES, IVE BEAD EVERY 
BOOK THAT’S EVER BEEN WRITTEN 
ABOUT INDIANS, AND... y' 



...WHY, I KNOW 
MORE ABOUT INDIANS 
THAN THE INDIANS 
KNOW THEMSELVES.' . 



BOOKS AREN’T ENOUGH .' 
WERE ISN'T ANYBODY 
WAT KNOWS EVERYTHING 
ABOUT INDIANS' 



'NONSENSE ! I BET IF I PRESSED THE PABX, 

I COULD FOOL ANY INDIAN INTO TH/NKiNG I WAS 
^ A REAL CHEYENNE BRAVE ' 



you sae/cH/s 

ABOUT MAKIN’ A 
BET ON THAT, 
.SON ? y 



OF COURSE I AM.' YOU JUST HELP ME 
GET AN INDIAN OUTFIT A WIG, AND A 
LITTLE DYE, AND YOU'VE GOT YOURSELF 
^gr- — -r A WAGER ' 1 ^ 4^ 





"S little lutes, acres tub mountain mm'c kept 



anp IP 1 LOSE, in GIVE 
YOU THE CASH EQUIVALENT 
OF THAT 83 KE ! THAT ^ 
BOUND FAIR'? 



YEP' IT SURE DOES!... 

BY fUE WAV, MOW P0 YtW 
LIME THE OUTFIT X GOT 
UP FOR you ? . ^ 



ms PAST O' THE BOPSm. 



'HE HAVEN'T SETTLED THE 

AMOUNT OF THE BET. 1 

HOW MUCH Ct> YOU WANT 
TO MAKE IT? 



TIL wAuER THIS ROHE I 
O' GOLP THAT YOU poN'T 
FOOL ANY' INPIANS/ / 



^ I LIRE IT VERY MUCH / fT 



HE LOOKS PRETTY GOOD 

EVEN WALKS LIKE AN INPIAN 
BUCK !... I THINK YOU LOST 
YOURSELF A 8ET, J/AA. / y 



I DON'T KNOW ABOUT 
THAT-' X JUST GAVE 1W£ 
YOUNG FELLER A CHANCE 
TO WIN, BUT HE j 
MUFFEP IT ! j- 



CERTAINLY IS THE REAL THING, I REASON 
WHY PO YOU ASK? ^ 



WAIT AN 1 SEE/ IF ^ 
YOU CON'r KNOW NOW, 
YOU'LL FIND OUT 
SOON ENOUGH ! J 



J'U RIP£ OUT TO THE CHEYENNE CMP^ 1 
OUTSIDE OF TOWN ! YOU MEET ME THERE 

in an hour, anp find our ip you > 
. won your eer — or lost it/ 



FINE, SON.' 
I'LL SEE 
YOU 

LATER/ 1 






"Vhen white BEae asked mos to smoke a pipe with 

HIM. THEY SOT AROUND MO TALKED MS A WHILE ..." 





WHO'S THE YOUNG SUCK, 
WHITE BEAR? I'VE NEVER 
SEEN HIM BEFORE ' 



THAT IS NO BUCK ' 
THAT IS SOME WHITE 

man pretending he 

IS A BUCK' I NAVE 
LET HIM ENJOY HIS 
LITTLE JOKE ! r— 



LOONS LINE I S 

FOOLED WHITE BEAR, 

ALL RIGHT' AND IT WAS 
A LOT EASIER THAN I 
■THOUGHT IT WOULD BE 



WELCOME 1& OUR 
VILLAGE, JIM MITCHELL! 
IT IS GOOD TO SEE YoUi 



.. YOUR Body SHOWS NO SCARS 

AND NO HEAL INDIAN WOULD 

WEAR WAR HONORS HE HAD --jg 
j-, NOT TRULY WON / ) 



X MEAN WHAT I HAVE SAID »LI 

ARE NO INDIAN . YOU WEAR MANY 
RED FEATHERS IN TOUR HEADDRESS ' 
TO THE PLAINS INDIAN, A REP 

FEATHER MEANS A / 

1 WOUND RECEIVED IN / 
V BATTLE'...- y 



MITCHELI 1 BET' 

YOU GAVE ME THAT 
HEAPPRESS ON 
PURPOSE ' 



WHAT 
DO YOU 
MEAN, 
WHITE 
BEAR? 



YEp X DID, SON ! I FIGURED IF SOU 
KNEW ALL SOU SAID X3U KNEW, 
YOU'D CATCH IT RIGHT AWAY'.- 



THEN 1 WOULDN'T 
HAVE GONE AND MADE 
A FOOL OF MYSELF 



I'M GRATEFUL TO YOU, MITCHELL ' 1 

TAUGHT ME A LESSON I'VE G 

LOT TO LEARN . . . AND I'VE LOST 
. MYSELF A BET ' - — 



A MATTER OF NERVE 







Nate Harkness squinted his cruel eyes and 
peered ahead. Then suddenly, he spurred his 
horse forward along the narrow wooded trail 
and came to a stop beside a tall oak tree. 

"Another one," Nate growled under his 
breath, as he reached out to tear a wanted 
poster from the tree. "Seems like they've 
got these things plastered on every tree in 
the west!" 

Nate grinned slightly as he looked at his 
own picture oh the poster. Sure enough, the 
reward on his head was now up to five 
thousand dollars, and why not? He was the 
slickest bank robber in these parts, and not 
only that, but the fastest draw, to boot, 

Still, he did not relish having his likeness 
scattered so far and wide — not that it 
looked too much like him now. He had done 
a little altering to be on the safe side: shaved 
off his mustache, trimmed his sideburns, and 
things like that. 

Nate crumpled the poster and threw it to 
the ground, then reined his horse away from 
the tree. 

Suddenly, Nate froze as a voice sounded 
behind •him, "Up with your hands, mister! 
And no tricks!" 

Nate turned slowly to see a young man 
holding a gun level with his gun belt. 

"Who are you?" Nate asked, a grin pull- 
ing at his lips, as he contemplated the 
obviously inexperienced lawman. 

"Deputy Sheriff Rod Allen!" the other 
answered calmly. "And I'm taking you in! 
Toss your gun to the ground!" 

Nate shifted uncomfortably as his hand 
lowered. He did not like the tone of the 
kid's voice. It was too steady, too cqlm. Nate 
had faced dozens of greenhorns like this, 
in various situations. Some of them had 
even challenged him to a draw, hoping to 
gain prestige by killing him. However, in 
the bravest of them, there was always 




something in their voice, that almost in- 
audible quavering . . . uncertainty. 

Nate's hand automatically touched his 
gun butt, and he started to draw — but the 
cool, steady eyes of the young deputy made 
him hesitate momentarily. Nate had never 
seen such calmness nor lack of fear in the 
eyes of any man who had faced him with 
a gun. Instead, Allen's eyes were steadfast 
and sure. 

Slowly. Nate drew his gun from the holster 
and let it fall to the ground! 

"That's better!" Allen said wryly. "Now 
start riding ahead of me. back to Taos!" 

Nate obeyed, still wondering why he had 
dropped his gun, why he had not shot it 
out with the kid. The deputy had to be a 
smart one. Nate reasoned, or he could not 
have been so calm. It was better to go back 
to Taos a prisoner than a dead man. 

The sun was sinking as the two rode into 
Taos and headed for the sheriff's office. 

Minutes later, Allen pushed the door open 
and waved Nate inside. "Got a customer 
for you, sheriff," Allen casually announced. 

Sheriff Branqj looked up from his desk. 
Pulling his gun, he sprang to his feet. 

“Great work, Allen!" he gasped. "We’ve 
been looking for this hombre for months! 
But you . . . just a few weeks as my deputy 
. . . how did you ever manage to bring in 
Nate Harkness, the most dangerous bank 
robber we've ever had around here?" 

Allen's eyes widened as he stared at the 
sheriff. Turning slowly to look at Nate, beads 
of perspiration broke out on Allen's brow 
and his voice quavered, “H-Harkness! But 
... I didn't know it was him!" 

"What!" Sheriff Brand exclaimed. "Then 
why'd you bring him in?" 

■ "W-well, I caught him tearing down a 
wanted poster," Allen gasped, "and you 
know that is against the law, sheriff!" 




TRIGGER 



On m& way tv town one pan, gov Posses stops 

TO SEE m FRIEND, SOM NSGRAW . . . 



^TEMPTATION 
Ns SAM MtCRAW 



HOWDY -THESE, SAM ! HOW'S. 



Suddenly, sm whirls.., I stay where you ape/ 
, w , - III/ OH! IT'S YOU, ROY. 



SAM i WHAT'S THE 
MATTER WITH ydU? 



YOU NEVER USED TO 
STARTLE SO EASY ! 
IS ANYTHING WfiONG? 



N- — NO/ I'VE HAP A LOT 
ON MY MlNP LATELY ' 6UESS 

I'm just a time JUMPY / , 



I STOPPED BY TO SEE IF 
m WANTED TO COME |N 
TO THE AUCTION WITH ME! 








THANKS A LOT. BOV [ I'LL SEE 
1 WU LATER.' 



SOMETHING'S REALLY BOTHERING SAM ! COULD 

BE THE BANCH IS LOSING MONEY / IT LOOKS A 
- — LITTLE BUN - DOWN / . 



BE HAPPY 
TO, SAM/ 



CAXEB, AT THE AUCTION . 



GOING , GOING - . - GONE: ! SOLD TO BOY BOG EBS FOB SEVENTY 

DOLLARS THIS HANDSOME SADDLE WITH HEART-SHAPED SILVER CONCMOS, 

A BARGAIN IN ANY MAN'S LANGUAGE / f . . .. 



Bur AS HOY WALKS AWAY fSOUl THE AUCTION BLOCK . 



I'LL GIVE YOU EIGHTY DOLLARS 
FOE IT ! IT'S foe MY KIP BROTH 

HE LIKES A LOT OF SILVEI 

ON HIS BIG / ______ 



HEY, YOU.' ROGERS 

HOW'S ABOUT 

SELLING ME THAT , 
SADDLE? 



SORRY, MISTER BUT THIS 

IS THE LAST SADDLE BEING 
AUCTIONED, AND I BOUGHT 
IT FOB A FRIEND ' 



rT*^V' a 






-fl i 










THAT'S EIGHT MISTER THIS IS 
MS SADDLE ALL RIGHT /-HE 
JUST BOUGHT IT AT THE AUCTION. 1 



I 1 GUESS I 

MADE A MISTAKE' 
IT SURE LOOKED 

LIKE MINE/ I'M 

S0f?IJy, MISTER / 




both of those hombres were might/ interested /n 

THIS SADDLE A LITTLE 7&D INTERESTED THINK 
I'LL LOOK IT OVER AND SEE IP I CAN FIND OUT WHY I 



SO THIS IS IT! 1 WONDER WHAT THEIR GAME 

IS ? — WELL, IF I'VE GOT THEM FIGURED RIGHT, I'LL 
-7 SOON FIND OUT ! — 



Meanwhile, a Lime distance away. 



AT LEAST WE'VE TRACED THE SADDLE THIS EAR ' 
NOW WE'LL HAVE TO FOLLOW HIM AND WAIT FOR 
THE CHANCE To TAKE IT/ COME ON.' ^ j 



I DON'T THINK IT WAS* 
SO STUPID/ WU WEREN’ 
HAVIN' MUCH LUCK 
TALKIN' U/M OUT OF IT! 



BOY, YOU'RE SURE STUPlO 
--TR yiN' 10 STEAL THE 
SADDLE WITH HIM ONLY A 
FEW FEET AWAY/ 



fl/VD ROY IS 
RIGHT. , . 



\LKTEKj ROY RETURNS TO SAM M C GRAW'S RANCH . 



HEY, LOOK, FINGERS.' 
HE LEFT THE SADDLE 
RIGHT-ON THE CORRAL 
FENCE AND ROPE AWAY/ 



WHAT A 
BREAK! LET'S 
GO GET IT/ 



LOOKS LIKE NO ONE’S HOME-' I'LL UUST LEAVE 

THE SADDLE HERE AND SEE WHAT HAPPENS ! I'M 
PRETTY SURE THOSE TWO FOLLOWED ME OUT OF TOWN ! 




Shortly... f THERE THEY ARE — they didn't. 
n. II WASTE ANy Time r -w^- 



WE'U JUST HIDE BIGHT HERE IN 
THIS BRUSH. TRI66ER — ANP WAIT. 1 



STOP TALKIN' SO MUCH ANP LOOK ' THE MAP TAKES 

OFF FROM CHIMNEY BUTTE THAT'S NOT FAR 

FROM HERE '--GRAB THE SAPPLE AND LETS 60/ 



THIS IS O'MALLEY'S OLD 
6APDLE, ALL RIGHT ! HEBE'S 
THE MAR JUST LIKE HE 
SAlP r 



YOU SURE WERE SMART 
MAKIN' FRIENDS WITH 
THAT O’MALLEY 6UY 
WHEN WE WERE IN JAIL. 1 
- - WITH HIM BEIN' IN 
FOR LIFE AN'... . 



Bur AS ROY R/PES BY CHIMNEY BUTTE. 



LOOKS LIKE THOSE TWO ARE GOING TO FOLLOW UP 

THAT MAP RIGHT NOW ' IF I TAKE A SHORT 

CUT TO CHIMNEY BUTTE, X CAN. BEAT THEM THERE ' 



HEV; BOV! YOU'RE JUST 
THE MAN I WANTED To 
SEE - -I'VE SOT SOME- 
THING TO TELL YOU J 



SAM M e 6RAW!J SAVE 
IT FOR LATER, SAM ' 

1 WEEP YOUR HELP.' 

CO/Mf ON* r 





Soon, gov aw sm Kerch -mete eesrmnoN . 



WHAT'S THE B/G RUSH ? 
WHERE ARE YOU 601146 ? 



NO TIME To EXPLAIN : 
just com £ With me; 



THERE IT IS A 0IS OAK TREE ffV A BARBED WIRE 

FENCE EXACTLY AS THE MAP SHOWED ' NOW To 

FIND OUT WHAT THOSE TWO HOPE TO FIND HERE l . 



HURR>; SAM' HIPS' 
VOliR HORSE IN 
THAT BRUSH / 



1 CWN'T KNOW FOR SURE, SAM 
BUT 1 AIM TO FIND OUT ' . 



BUT, ROX- . . WHY WHY ARE 

WE STOPPING HERE . AND 
WHAT'S ALL THIS ABOUT A MAP? 



HERE — I’LL S/VE • OKAY.' YOU'RE THE BOSS, 
YOU A BOOST ! I BUT I DON'T SET IT ' . 



SHH ! NO TALKING 
THEY'RE C0MIN6 NOW 



ROY... THERE'S S0METHIN6 
I HAVE TO TELL YOU',,. 




THEN'S THE OAK TREE ANP 
THE PENCE — THAT'S THE 
END OF THE MAP-' ANP 
ACCOSPIfJG TO O'MA UEY. 
WE'LL PINP FIFTY THOUS- 
AND BUCKS HE GOT ON 
THAT LAST SAWN J OB! 



O'MALLEY WAS SUPS 

SHARP CARVIN' A 

MAP ON HlS SADDLE, 

SO HE WOULDN'T FORGET 
WHERE HE HIP THAT a 
BANK MONEY / .~y ? 



HE WASN'T SHARP ENOUGH TO GET OUT OF A LIFE 
SENTENCE FOR RILLIN' THAT SANK GUARD THOUGH ! 
HERE-' START PlGGIN' WHILE I CUT THAT FENCE J 



KEEP P'66lN ! X SAY 
IT'S GOT To BE O'MALLEY 
WOULDN'T UE TO ME! [ 

WAS HIS FRIEND ! TRY 

ON THE OTHER SIDE OF 
THE FENCE / 5 3- 



I CAN'T STAY UP HERE 
MUCH LONGER! MY LEGS 
ARE BEGINNING To CRAMP.' 



THAT DOUBLE- CROSS! N 1 
O'MALLEY THE MONEY'S 
NOT HERE ! ' 



Suddenly, hoy and sm leap: 



And mm suppose errraCK is successful. 





I'M Mor SATIN' 
ANYTHING ELSE! 



FINGERS { YOU WOULPNT 
MEAN FINGER* WALKER... AND 
yon woulpnt be clefs henry. 

WOULD YOU ?- — I NEAR YOU 
■TWO JUST ESCAPED FROM STATE 
PRISON ' r TTrn 7—= 



VOU PONT HAVE fO i I'M SURE 
THE SHERIFF WILL HAVE SOME 
WANTEP POSTERS ON >OU f 



yoU PLAY PRETTY 
ROUSH, ROGER*! 
ALL FINGER S AN 1 
ME PIP WAS TAKE 
YOUR SADDLE '. 



Just then, with a lightning moke. fingers swings 

■me SNd'EL. DISARMING SAM. AND STRIKING ROY. . . 



OK AY. CLETE.' TE UP POSERS WE'LL PUT THIS 
OTHER ONE TO WORK PIGGlN 1 / r — 



ff FEW MINUTES LATER. ROY IS TIED N/TN A RAWHIDE 
THONG 



A PAIR OF WIRE CUTTERS ON THE 
FENCE POST IF I CAN JUST GET 
MY MANPS OAI THEM' ... 







Slowly, carefully. roy cuts tub rawhide mum 

ms WRISTS AND MAKES HIS MOVE... 



HE SWEEPS MGERS' GUN FROM TUB GROUND AND. 



all Right: you two/... 

MOW ITS YOUR -TURN TO 
PIG VIE WAN r TO TARE 
THAT MONEY BACK TO 
WHATEVER 'BANK IT 
WAS STOLEN FROM! 



WIW ytJQ V£ BEEN 
SO JUMP// 



bight.' but my conscience 

WAS BOTHERING ME SOME- 
THING AWFUL ANP THIS 

MORNING, X TOOK THE 
MONEY To THE SHERIFF! f 



THERE'S NO POINT IN 
PIGGING, ROY ! XV E ONLY 
BEEN PIGGING TO STALL FOR 
TIME . /... LlHE 1 WAS c— 
TRYING TO TELE V»U.„ \ 



... A FEW 0AY5 AGO WHEN 1 WAS 
PUTTING IN A NEW FENCE POST. I 
FOUND THE MONEY.' I HAP A 
HUNCH IT WAS STOLEN, BUT TIMES 
HAVE BEEN PRETTY BOUGH, SO I 
KEPT IT'.. 



so THAT’S 



I'M PROUP OF YOU, SAM--' 

COOKS LIKE THESE 

TWO WENT TO A LOT OF 
TROUBLE TO STEAL SOME- 
THING THAT WASN'T THERE 

the first place / 



A PLEDGE I 



The Dell Trnilemnrk is. and always 
lias been, a positive guarantee that 
the comic magazine bearing it con- 
tains only clean and tvholesome 
entertainment. The Dell code elimi- 
nates entirely, rather than regulates, 
objectionable material. That’s why 
whew your child buys a Dell Comic 
you cun be sure it contains only good 
fun. “dell comics are good comics" 
is our only credo and constant goal. 



M ... 

X C> 1 / / jrl\ 






The bedroll is one of the cowboy’s most valued possessions, 
for it is his home when he is out on the trail, About seven 
feet long and eighteen feet wide, it is held together by an 
arrangement of snaps and rings, and contains two quilts. 




Often the cowboy awakes to find his bed- 
roll covered with snow, but the waterprbof 
canvas keeps him dry and the snow acts as 
insulation, keeping him warm. 




A true cowboy always dresses from top to 
bottom, a habit which comes from sleeping 
in the cold outdoors and dressing as he 
leaves his bedroll. 




The bedroll also serves as the cowboy's 
safe deposit box, and anyone found fooling . 
around another man’s roll will have a lot 
of explaining to do. 



When moving camp, it is each cowboyis 
responsibility to load his bedroll onto the 
chuck wagon. Otherwise, the cook will 
simply drive off and leave it behind. 




A JACK AND THE BEANSTALK 



THAT GROWS LIKE MAGIC. 



YES, it's truly a Magic Bean Bowl offered this 
month by ROY ROGERS comics. All you do is 
add water and watch it grow . . . actually grows 
inches in days! 

This Is a real exciting gift and one you'll get 
great enjoyment from. Best of all, you can get 
the Magic Bean Bowl plus a full year's sub- 
scription to ROY ROGERS comics for only $1 .50. 

HURRY ! Clip the coupon and mail it with $1 .50 
today. If you are already a subscriber, we'll 
start your new subscription when your present 
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The Dell Trademark is, and always 
has been, a positive guarantee that 
the comir magazine bearing it con- 
tains only clean and wholesome 
entertainment. The Dell code elimi- 
nates entirely, rather than regulates, 
objectionable material. That's why 
when your child buys a Dell Comic 
you can be sure it contains only good 
fun. "DF.LL COMICS ARE COOP COMICS - ’ 
is our only credo and constant goal. 
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Moil To: DELL PUBLISHING CO., INC. DEPT. 11 RR 

10 W, 33rd St., New York 1, N. Y. 

Pleose enter subscription to Roy Rogers and Trigger 
Comics. Include Magic Bean Bowl and Dell Comics 
Club Membership Certificate. 



Name Age 

St. and No 

City Zone .... State .... 



I om enclosing remittance for $1.50 in full payment. 
I If this is a gift subscription pleose till in below. List ony 

ENCLOSE GIFT CARD TO READ FROM: 
Donor's Name 
St. and No. . . 

City 



Zone .... State .... 






Look at these real Roy Rogers toys for Christmas ! 



Pardners, everything you see in the 
picture has my name and Double R Bar brand 

stamped on it. So when you make out your 
Christmas list, be sure to tell Santa you 



want real Roy Rogers toys. 






Archery sets . action toys . Boil spreads . belts . billfolds . books . boots 
puales . jeans ■ lanterns . lunch kits . jewelry . pajamas . paint and era 
Trigger saddle seats . slipper sox . slacks . stuffod toys . suits . sweat! 









